But from his purpose, cursed, damnable,
In spite of all he would not him restrain.

He gave command to marshal his great host,

And suddenly, or ere he was aware,

God, daunted all his pride and all his boast.

For he so heavily fell from his car

That from his very bones the flesh did tear,

So that he might not either walk or ride,

But in a litter men were forced to bear

Him with them, bruised upon the back and side.

The wrath of God smote him so cruelly

That through his body loathsome maggots crept;

And therewithal he stank so horribly

That none of those that round his person kept,

Whether he lay awake or whether slept,

Could, for the very stench of him, endure.

In this foul state he wailed and howled and wept;

That God was Lord of all he then was sure.

To all his host and to himself also
Full loathsome was his carrion, one great blain;
There were no men could bear him to and fro.
And in this stink and in this horrid pain
He died full wretchedly on a mountain.
Thus had this robber and this homicide,
Who made so many men weep and complain,
Such guerdon as belongs to too great pride.

ALEXANDER

Alexander's tale is so well known a tune
That everyone who is not simple grown
Has heard somewhat, or all, of his fortune
This whole wide world, to state conclusion known,
He won by strength, or else for his renown
Right gladly men to sue for peace did send.
The pride of man and beast he tumbled down
Where'er he went, and that was the world's end.